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Rooms  of  California  Pioneers,  ) 

San  Francisco,  Sept.  16th,  1854.  f 

To  E.  J.  C.  Kewen,  Esq.: 

Sir — 

At  a meetiDg  of  the  Society  of  California  Pioneers,  held  Friday  Evening,  Sept.  15th,  the 
following  resolution  was  unanimously  adopted  : 

Resolved , That  our  thanks  he  specially  tendered  to  E.  J.  C.  Kewen,  Esq.,  (reader  of  his 
Oration,)  for  his  interesting  and  valuable  services  on  the  occasion  of  the  Fourth  Annual 
Celebration  of  this  Society,  on  the  9th  inst.,  and  that  the  Secretary  be  instructed  to  procure 
the  manuscript  of  his  Oration  for  publication  by  this  Society. 

GEO.  FRANK  LEMON,  Secretary. 

• 


San  Francisco,  Sept.  16th,  1854. 

Sir — 

Your  communication  advising  me  of  the  resolution  passed  at  a meeting  of  the  Society  of 
California  Pioneers,  tendering  thanks  for  the  services  it  was  my  distinguished  fortune  to 
render  on  the  occasion  of  the  Fourth  Annual  Celebration  of  the  Society,  and  instructing  you 
to  procure  the  manuscript  of  my  Address  for  publication,  has  just  been  received. 

Grateful  for  the  flattering  terms  with  which  the  Society  you  represent  has  been  pleased  to 
characterize  the  feeble  service  rendered  by  me  on  the  occasion  referred  to,  and  anxious  ever 
to  lend  my  feeble  endeavors  in  aid  of  the  promotion  of  the  laudable  objects  of  so  worthy  an 
association,  I do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  deny  to  the  Society  the  use  of  my  manuscript — origin- 
ating at  its  behest — however  obnoxious  it  may  be  to  meritorious  criticism. 

Receive  for  yourself,  and  the  Society  you  represent,  assurances  of  the  high  regards  of 

Yours  respectfully,  &c., 

To  George  Frank  Lemon,  Secretary.  E.  J.  C.  KEWEN. 
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San  Francisco,  Sept.  16th,  1854.  j 

To  the  IIon.  Frank  Soule  : 

Sir— 

At  a meeting  of  the  Society  of  California  Pioneers,  held  Friday  Evening,  Sept.  15th,  the 
following  resolution  was  unanimously  adopted  : 

Resolved,  That  our  thanks  be  specially  tendered  to  Hon.  Frank  Soule,  (reader  of  his  Poem) 
for  his  interesting  and  valuable  services  on  the  occasion  of  the  Fourth  Annual  Celebration  of 
this  Society,  on  the  9th,  inst.,  and  that  the  Secretary  be  instructed  to  procure  the  manuscript 
of  the  same  for  publication  by  this  Society. 

GEO.  FRANK  LEMON,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  Sept.  IT,  1854. 

Dear  Sir — 

Please  accept  for  the  Society  which  you  represent  my  thanks  for  their  kind  appreciation. 
The  Poem  which  they  request  for  publication  was  not  -written  with  an  eye  to  such  dis- 
position. But  if  the  Society  deem  it  worthy  of  a place  in  their  archives,  duly  sensible  of  the 
compliment  paid  me,  I submit  it  to  their  disposal. 

FRANK  SOULE. 

To  Geo.  Frank  Lemon,  Secretary  Cal.  Pioneers. 


[From  Vie  Alta  California .] 
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ANNIVERSARY  CELEBRATION. 


The  Fourth  Anniversary  Celebration  of  the  California  Pioneers, 
and  the  admission  of  the  State  of  California  into  the  Union,  took 
place  yesterday.  Throughout  the  day  the  city  presented  quite  a 
bustling  holiday  appearance.  Everybody  who  did  not  form  part  of 
the  procession  was  abroad  to  see  it.  Splendidly  dressed  ladies 
thronged  the  balconies  of  the  principal  buildings  on  Montgomery 
street,  and  other  streets  through  which  the  procession  passed.  The 
spirit-stirring  sounds  of  martial  music  enlivened  the  scene.  In  fact 
every  one  appeared  to  participate  with  much  zest  in  the  festivities  of 
the  day,  and  everything  passed  off  in  a highly  creditable  and  satis- 
factory manner.  At  11  o’clock  the  military  companies  and  other 
associations  which  were  to  unite  in  the  procession,  assembled  on 
Stockton  street  and  took  up  their  position  in  line  in  the  following- 
order  : 


Mounted  Trumpeter. 

Grand  Marshal  and  Aids. 

Major  General  J.  E.  WOOL  and  Staff,  with  Corps  of  Civil  Engineers,  U.  S.  A. 

Major  General  J.  A SUTTER  and  Staff. 

First  California  Guard,  as  Flying  Artillery. 

Eureka  Light  Horse. 

Brig.  Gen.  JOHN  E.  ADDISON  and  Staff. 

National  Lancers. 

San  Francisco  Blues. 

Band  of  Music. 

Marion  Rifles,  as  Escort  to  CALIFORNIA  PIONEERS,  the  Society  wearing  their  Regalia} 
and  formed  in  the  following  order  : 

Banner. 

President  and  Officers  of  the  Society. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Orator  and  Poet  of  the  Day. 

Members  of  the  First  Class,  distinguished  by  Red  Scarf, 
and  Members  of  the  Second  Class  by  White  Scarf. 

Officers  of  the  U.  S.  Army  and  Navy. 

Governors  and  State  Officers. 

Mayor  of  the  City. 

Common  Council. 

Consuls  and  Representatives  of  Foreign  Governments. 

Recorder  and  Municipal  Officers. 


Monumental  Engine  Company. 

Independent  Order  of  Odd  Fellows. 

Reverend  Clergy. 

Mercantile  Library  Association. 

Judges  of  the  several  Courts. 

Members  of  the  Bar. 

Collector  of  the  Port  and  Officers  of  the  Revenue  Department. 
Officers  of  the  General  Government. 

Association  of  Riggers  and  Stevedores. 

Association  of  Turnvereins. 

Citizens  and  others  on  foot  and  horse. 


The  procession  then  marched  through  the  following  streets  in  the 
following  order  From  Stockton  street  to  Clay — down  Clay  to 
Kearny — through  Kearny  to  Jackson— down  Jackson  to  Montgomery 
— through  Montgomery  to  Bush — down  Bush  to  Battery — through 
Battery  to  California — up  California  to  Montgomery- — through 
Montgomery  to  the  Metropolitan  Theatre. 

The  dress  circle  of  the  theatre  presented  quite  an  array  of  feminine 
loveliness.  Owing  to  the  forethought  of  the  management,  no  one 
was  permitted  to  enter  the  dress  circle  before  the  ladies  had  all  been 
accomodated  with  seats.  On  the  stage  were  seated  Cen.  Wool  and 
staff  and  Glen.  Sutter  and  staff,  the  Chaplain,  the  Orator,  and  the 
Poet  of  the  day.  In  a semi-circle  behind  the  distinguished  personages, 
the  San  Francisco  Blues,  were  arranged,  leaning  on  their  muskets, 
the  entire  group  presenting  quite  an  interesting  tableau  vivant. 

On  the  rising  of  the  curtain,  involuntarily  the  audience  manifested 
their  delight  by  an  enthusiastic  round  of  applause.  In  the  orchestra 
was  stationed  the  Union  Band,  which  immediately  commenced  playing 
the  beautiful  air,  “ The  Star  Spangled  Banner,”  at  the  conclusion 
of  which,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Williams  offered  up  a suitable  prayer.  Col. 
Kewen  then  delivered  an  eloquent  and  appropriate  address.  Mr. 
Soule  then  recited  a poem  adapted  to  the  occasion.  The  band  then 
struck  up  a very  lively  air,  after  which  the  Rev.  Mr.  Williams  pro- 
nounced a benediction,  and  the  assembled  multitude  dispersed.  A 
national  salute  was  fired  on  the  Plaza  at  2 o’clock,  and  another  at 
sunset,  which  concluded  the  entertainments  of  the  day. 
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ORATION. 


MR.  PRESIDENT  AND  GENTLEMEN  OE  THE  SOCIETY  OF  CALIFORNIA  PIONEERS  : 

Antiquity  comes  to  us  revealed  through  the  marvelous  hut 
fascinating  illuminations  of  tradition  and  fable.  We  look  back 
to  the  classic  period  of  the  reign  of  Olympian  deities  as  to  a 
dream  of  enchantment,  or  a vision  of  romance.  The  achieve- 
ments of  men  and  heroes  under  the  auspicious  protection  of  favor- 
ing gods,  have  elicited  the  admiration,  invoked  the  envy,  and  chal- 
lenged the  emulation  of  the  heathen  world.  The  establishment 
of  vast  empires  and  the  foundation  of  mighty  cities  are  among, 
too,  the  beatific  visions  of  the  fabulous  ages.  Imagination  re- 
verts to  those  periods  of  magnificent  progress,  and  while  it  revels 
in  bacchanalian  wantonness  amid  the  attractive  recollections  of 
the  past,  the  mind  becomes  amazed,  and  confidence  is  startled  by 
the  suggestions  of  pagan  incredulity. 

The  infant  days  of  the  world  are  indeed  regarded  with  peculiar 
feeling.  All  that  is  bright  and  glowing,  all  that  is  enchanting  and 
beautiful,  and  all  that  is  miraculous,  we  have  been  accustomed  to 
associate  with  the  earlier  records  of  mankind.  The  charm  of 
infatuation  lingers  around  the  story  of  Ulysses  and  the  Trojan 
settlement  under  the  blue  skies  of  Italy,  and  delightful  the  rec- 
collections  recurring  to  the  period  when  Uion  resisted  the  shock 
of  Agamemnon’s  arms,  and  distant  Colchis  became  the  destina- 
nation  of  the  freighted  Argos. 

In  our  own  country,  and  in  our  own  history,  too,  can  we  look 
back  as  to  a classic  era.  The  strange  but  eventful  history  of 
Fernando  de  Soto,  the  marvelous  and  ambitious  projects  of  Juan 
Ponce  de  Leon,  the  fascinating  story  of  Pocahontas,  and  the  sin- 
gular viscissitudes  in  the  fortunes  of  Raleigh,  seem  but  the  em- 
bellishments of  fancy,  the  dreams  of  fiction,  the  glowing  colorings 
and  splendid  creations  of  modern  romance.  Around  them,  as 
around  the  funeral  games  of  Patroclus  and  Anchises,  around 
them  as  around  the  allurements  of  Calypso  and  the  fascinations 
of  Armida,  gathers  the  fabulousness  of  antiquity. 
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But  brighter  than  the  felicitous  visions  of  the  Greek,  more 
magnificent  than  the  fancies  of  the  Roman,  more  glorious  than 
the  dreams  of  the  bards  of  Castile,  and  more  thrilling  than  the 
early  marvels  of  American  history,  is  the  strange,  the  electrifying 
truth — outsplendoring  romance — of  the  acquisition,  the  growth  and 
greatness  of  the  golden  Dorado  of  the  Pacific.  Antiquity  evolves 
from  its  mysterious  realms  no  parallel,  tradition  stands  dumb, 
and  fable  is  confounded  by  the  reality  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

The  Ninth  day  of  September,  eighteen  hundred  and  fifty, 
dawned  upon  the  nativity  of  California  and  witnessed  its  baptism 
into  the  sisterhood  of  republics. 

The  hibernation  and  slumber  of  ages  had  kept  it  a sealed  mys- 
tery to  the  universe.  Among  the  almost  forgotten  explorations 
of  adventurous  navigators  we  had  caught  an  indistinct  idea  of  a 
sterile  country,  sullenly  ranging  itself  along  the  eastern  front 
.of  the  Pacific.  Like  the  barrenness  of  £1  Gbor,  which  extended 
from  the  Elanitic  Gulf  to  the  Dead  Sea,  its  sterility  was  imagined 
to  reach  from  Humboldt  Bay  to  the  Gila.  It  slept  under  the 
seeming  curse  of  desolation  in  the  inglorious  repose  of  careless 
and  unheeding  centuries.  Wild  beasts  upon  its  mountains, 
browsing  herds  in  its  valleys,  the  sullen  whoop  of  the  Aboriginal, 
and  trained  exploits  with  the  lasso,  were  its  only  evidences  of 
vitality.  Its  hills  were  not,  even  in  superstitous  imagination, 
the  habitations  of  oreads,  nor  its  fountains  the  abodes  of  nymphs, 
nor  its  streams,  nor  plains,  nor  mountains,  the  haunts  of  any  of 
the  genii  of  fable. 

It  was  a country  destitute  of  romantic  associations,  destitute  of 
traditional  fame,  destitute  of  the  throbbing  arteries  of  enterprise 
and  ambition,  and  impoverished  of  all  that  ennobles,  all  that 
dignifies,  all  that  chastens  and  adorns  society  and  man.  Buried 
in  its  wild  and  distant  seclusion,  immovable  and  passionless  as  the 
Egyptian  Spbynx,  like  it,  it  seemed  destined  to  “ stare  right  on, 
with  calm  eternal  eyes,”  the  monument  of  irreclaimable  sterility 
and  barbarism. 

How  marvelous  the  mutations  of  a few  years  ! In  the  whole 
range  of  philosophy  there  is  no  subject  for  contemplation  more 
sublime,  in  history  nothing  more  wonderful,  nothing  as  startling, 
nothing  analagous.  The  recesses  of  its  occlusion  were  invaded 
by  a spirit,  which  at  once,  as  if  by  magic,  dispelled  the  enveloping 
darkness  of  ages,  disturbed  the  dreamless  sleep  of  centuries,  and 
penetrating  the  haunts  of  superstition  and  oppression  dissipated 
and  destroyed  them,  as  fluids  glide  into  the  fissures  of  rocks,  and 
expanding  by  congelation,  heave  them  from  their  foundations  or 
rend  them  into  atoms. 
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The  illustrations  of  that  spirit  are  around  us  to  day.  They  are 
visible  in  every  object  we  see,  they  are  incorporated  in  every 
sound  we  hear.  It  is  the  spirit  of  American  progress,  the  spirit 
of  American  freedom. 

Before  the  sanguinary  war  which  rescued  California  from  the 
despotism  of  degenerate  Mexico,  before  the  ratification  of  the 
treaty  of  Queretaro,  the  pioneer  from  the  valley  of  the  Mississippi 
had  stood  upon  the  summit  of  the  mountain  of  rocks,  had  traversed 
the  burning  deserts  of  Pah-Utah,  had  braved  the  dangers  of  the 
Sierras,  and  penetrated  the  forests  of  the  Occident.  Then  it 
was  that  the  vagrant  fancy  of  the  poet  might  have  been  deemed 
the  inspiration  of  prophecy  : 

A star  is  trembling  on  the  horizon’s  verge  ; 

That  star  shall  glow  and  broaden  on  the  night 
Until  it  hangs  divine  and  beautiful 
In  the  proud  zenith.” 

War  was  not  necessary  +o  the  attainment  of  this  land  of  gold. 
Treaties  might  have  facilitated  but  could  not  have  prevented  its 
acquisition.  The  foot  of  the  Anglo  Saxon  had  already  pressed 
the  soil,  which  like  the  Hebrew  Chieftain  shorn  of  his  locks, 
reposed  in  sensuality  and  despotism,  and  destiny  decreed  what 
human  power  was  impotent  to  avert.  The  explorations  of  the 
Pioneer  developed  the  magnitude  of  the  country,  the  fertility  of 
its  soil,  the  fecundity  of  its  productions,  the  nature  and  abundance 
of  its  resources.  A new  light  darted  on  the  American  mind,  a 
new  impulse  was  given  to  American  enterprise,  and  the  genius 
of  progress  expanded  its  vision  westward  to  the  Pacific.  The 
land  that  had  been  forgotten  for  ages,  the  land  that  was  despised 
of  nations,  the  land  that  was  fibreless,  and  soulless,  and  barren 
in  history,  became  the  alluring  goal  of  adventure,  the  fascinating 
destination  of  ambition. 

Like  the  South  American  hunter  who,  carelessly  plucking  a 
root  from  the  earth,  discovered  beneath  a glittering  mine  of  untold 
wealth,  the  Pacific  adventurer  toiling  in  the  channel  of  an 
unpromising  stream,  chanced  upon  a nugget  of  sparkling  gold,  in 
which  was  destined  the  revelation  of  exhaustless  treasures,  in 
which  had  reposed  the  secret  of  nearly  two  thousand  years,  and 
from  which  was  evolved  the  flattering  promise  of  unparalleled 
greatness.  At  once  a mighty  throng  of  pilgrims  turned  their 
faces  towards  the  setting  sun,  and  gazed  upon  that  declining 
luminary  as  resting  upon  the  Mecca  of  their  worship.  The  land 
that  had  slept  under  the  shadow  of  barbarian  oppression  had 
become  resplendent  with  the  light  of  promise,  brilliant  with  the 
hope  of  freedom  and  radiant  with  the  destinies  of  humanity. 
Over  barren  plains  and  scorching  zaharas,  over  sterile  hills, 
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through  valleys  fragrant  with  flowers  and  embosoming  refreshing 
streams,  along  the  defiles  of  rugged  mountains,  and  over  the 
summits  of  snow-capped  Sierras,  the  tide  of  emigration  incessantly 
flowed.  The  wave  of  population  fertilized  the  neglected  shore 
of  the  Pacific,  and  it  now  teems  with  populous  life,  with  “ fair 
women  and  brave  men,”  with  all  the  emblems  of  greatness,  with 
all  the  insignia  of  permanent  prosperity. 

How  different  too,  the  aspects  of  nature  from  the  blank  sterility 
with  which  it  was  invested  by  our  primitive  imaginations. 

In  the  history  of  Greece,  we  are  enchanted  with  the  descrip- 
tions of  consecrated  groves,  we  read  with  rapture  of  azure 
mountains,  of  flowing  plains,  of  golden  isles,  and  sunny  fountains, 
but  beneath  this  western  sky  are  revealed  as  splendid  attributes 
of  nature  as  ever  attracted  the  eye  of  the  Grecian  in  the  palmiest 
period  of  his  country’s  glory.  Ionia  never  boasted  of  fairer  skies, 
Italy  never  rejoiced  in  a firmament  more  deeply  blue,  France 
never  produced  the  luscious  grape  in  more  luxuriance,  and  never 
exhibited  greener  fields  or  more  exuberant  gardens,  Germany 
never  revealed  sublimer  forests,  and  Switzerland  grander  moun- 
tains nor  more  romantic  scenery  than  meets  the  gaze  of  the 
wanderer  on  the  Pacific  slope.  But  lovelier  than  the  cerulean  of 
its  skies,  more  to  be  prized  than  the  estuaries  of  its  coast, 
sublimer  than  the  undulations  of  its  surface,  greater  than  the 
exuberance  of  its  products,  more  magnificent  than  the  sublimity 
of  its  mountains,  the  placidity  of  its  lakes,  the  abruptness  and 
grandeur  of  its  scenery,  is  the  symmetrical  edifice  of  its  repub- 
lican construction.  Virtue  and  industry  form  the  basis  of  its 
morality,  shrewdness,  wisdom  and  sagacity  the  distinguishing 
features  of  its  mind,  simplicity  the  proof  of  social  excellence, 
and  progress  the  aim  and  end  of  its  political  aspirations. 

A few  years  have  wrought  indeed  a wondrous  change  in  this 
land  of  gold.  The  past  is  like  a dream,  and  the  present  seems 
almost  the  illusion  of  enchantment.  The  lamp  of  Aladdin  was 
not  more  efficacious  in  the  sudden  erection  of  gorgeous  palaces, 
than  has  been  the  magic  of  human  industry  in  creating  out  of 
shapeless  sites,  palatial  cities,  and  from  reluctant  soils,  flowering 
fields  and  exuberant  gardens.  Antiquity  has  been  revived  in 
more  than  pristine  splendor.  Its  buried  cities  with  their  temples 
far-reaching  towards  Heaven,  with  their  magnificent  pillars,  their 
ornamental  columns,  their  chariots  speeding  through  busy  thor- 
oughfares with  steeds  fiery  as  those  of  Diomedes,  their  fountains 
playing  and  sparkling  in  the  sun-fight,  and  all  their  glittering 
wealth  of  costly  luxuries  and  elegant  refinements  have  been 
disinterred  and  gorgeously  re-produced  in  this  auriferous  land. 
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‘The  spirit  of  necromancy  lias  been  abroad,  and  in  obedience  to 
its  conjurations,  mountains  have  been  levelled,  valleys  have  been 
uplifted,  streams  have  been  diverted  from  their  channels,  forests 
metamorphosed  into  cities,  plains  compelled  to  groan  under  the 
"weight  of  vegetation,  and  the  wilderness  made  to  blossom  as  a 
rose,  and  dispense  fragrance  as  a garden.  Sanctuaries  for  "worship, 
shrines  for  holy  chalices,  temples  for  learning,  marts  for  commerce, 
and  lists  for  the  tourney  of  enterprise  and  ambition,  are  among 
too,  the  gorgeous  creations  and  glorious  fruitage  of  the  magical 
incantation. 

Such  is  the  unornamented  picture  of  California  to-day.  The 
Poet  was  prophetic.  The  “star”  that  “trembled  on  the  horizon’s 
verge”  has  “ glowed  and  broadened  on  the  night,”  and  “ hangs 
divine  and  beautiful  in  the  proud  zenith,”  an  illumination  to  the 
vrorld,  and  a planet  of  hope  to  mankind.  It  is  the  Bethlehemic 
star  of  promise  to  the  involuntary  servitors  of  despotism,  under 
the  resplendent  light  of  "which  the  gloomy  night  of  absolute 
sovereignty  will  be  dissipated,  and  bowed  heads  will  be  uplifted, 
and  manacled  limbs  will  be  unloosened,  and  broken  hearts  will 
be  healed  in  the  glorious  and  exulting  consciousness  of  disen- 
thralment. 

The  splendid  consummation  of  the  acquisition  of  California 
was  not  the  result  of  accident.  It  was  the  effect  of  the  slow, 
steady,  but  certain  operation  of  a principle  coeval  with  time  and 
ever  instinct  with  vitality.  It  was  this  principle  which  six  hun- 
dred years  ago,  impelled  our  ancestors  to  obtain  from  King  John, 
at  Runny rnede,  a charter  of  liberties.  It  was  this  principle  which 
in  the  revolution  of  1688  wrested  from  the  throne  the  concession 
of  a declaration  of  rights  in  the  people.  It  was  this  principle 
which  inspired  the  Genoese  adventurer  with  the  belief  of  the  ex- 
istence of  a new  continent.  From  the  time  when,  concealed  from 
observation  under  the  canopy  of  night,  he  kept  unremitting  vigil, 
and  with  faint  heart  and  despairing  hope,  ranged  his  anxious  eye 
along  the  dusky  horizon  in  search  even  of  the  vaguest  indications 
of  land,  when  the  gun  from  the  Pinta  gave  the  joyous  signal  of 
the  discovery  of  the  X ew  World,  until  now,  this  principle  has 
been  steadily  working,  and  gradually  but  inevitably  consummating 
its  magnificent  mission.  Its  illustration  was  seen  and  its  influ- 
ence felt  in  the  expedition  of  the  Mayflower.  It  was  visible  in 
the  concerted  action  of  the  American  colonies,  in  the  solemn  pro- 
clamation of  sovereignty  in  the  people,  in  the  successful  struggle 
to  maintain  that  declaration,  in  the  subsequent  formation  of 
thirteen  separate  independencies  into  a confederated  government, 
and  in  all  the  successive  extensions  to  the  territorial  dominion  of 
our  wide  and  expanding  republic. 
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It  is  tlie  grand,  the  sublime,  the  regenerating  principle  of 
democracy. 

The  immaculacy  of  that  principle  has  not  been  without  its 
infidels  and  its  scoffers.  We  have  been  told  that  the  plain,  the 
solid  and  quiet  mass — the  people,  can  never  be  benefited  by  an 
extended  government.  We  have  been  pointed  to  the  results  of 
National  cupidity,  as  giving  little  of  glory  or  dominion  to  the 
architects,  the  builders  and  preservers  of  a country.  We  have 
been  reminded  that  only  the  senators,  the  consuls  and  emperors 
of  the  buried  nations  of  the  past,  have  reaped  the  harvest  of 
splendor  enriched  with  the  people’s  blood.  We  are  not  blind  to 
the  truths,  nor  unheedful  of  the  admonitions'of  history.  We  know 
that  the  dependency  of  Medea  was  made  by  Cyrus  the  head  of  a 
magnificent  empire,  and  that  as  the  military  power  was  strength- 
ened, the  people  of  Persia  sank  to  the  degraded  level  of  the 
subjugated  nations.  Carthage  too,  ambitious  of  sovereignty, 
lengthened  her  sway  until  the  cord  of  dominion  was  rent  in 
fragments.  The  spirit  of  constitutional  freedom  was  suffered  to 
decay,  and  its  people  became  a part  of  the  common  degradation 
that  fell  upon  the  shattered  provinces  owning  to  the  fresh-risen 
sway  of  the  sword.  In  later  times  the  invincible  Mahommed  and 
his  successors  traversed  vast  regions  and  established  splendid 
governments,  but  Arabia  shrank  back  again  into  poverty  and 
barbarism.  The  same  result  followed  the  Venetian  and  Genoese 
conquests  in  the  Levant.  Turkey  conquered,  and  her  turbanned 
subjects  became  a nation  of  slaves.  The  acquisitions  of  Spain 
under  Charles  the  Fifth  converted  the  Castilian  court  into  an 
absolute  tyranny.  Portugal,  whose  dominions  once  almost  girded 
the  earth,  fell  crushed  by  a kindred  destiny,  and  wherever  the 
spirit  of  conquest  or  territorial  aggrandizement  has  not  been 
governed  by  a saving  and  qualifying  principle,  the  government 
.has  strengthened  into  despotism,  and  the  people  have  been  debased 
into  servitude. 

The  beautiful  fabric  of  American  government  remains  not 
only  unimpaired  by  territorial  acquisitions  and  the  magnificence 
of  dominion,  but  stands  more  majestic  from  each  additional  gem 
to  its  glistening  diadem  of  sovereignty,  and  more  invincible  from 
its  accumulated  sublimities.  Bursting  into  existence  through  the 
developement  of  an  imperishable  principle,  growing,  spreading, 
magnifying  into  colossal  greatness  and  palatial  beauty  under  its 
vivifying  influences,  it  is  destined,  under  the  auspices  of  the  same 
great  immutable  principle,  to  refute  forever  the  dogma  of  the 
sceptic,  and  the  insane  predictions  of  political  vaticinators.  It 
will  stand  the  monument  of  ancestral  wisdom — adamantine  and 
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eternal  as  the  pyramids  of  antiquity — magnificent  in  design, 
glorious  in  consummation,  brilliant  in  progress,  colossal  in  gran- 
deur, luxuriant  in  mental  developements,  and  breathing  refinements 
•which,  like  the  pendulating  flower  gardens  of  oriental  sumptu- 
ousness, will  diffuse  a fragrance  that  will  float  forever  in  the 
atmosphere  of  history.  Experience  concedes,  Truth  acknowledges, 
and  Philosophy  as  she  traces  upon  the  horoscope  of  nations  the 
shadowy  presages  of  their  destiny,  admits  this  ultimate  result  to 
be  the  vision  of  reality  and  not  the  fascinating  dream  of 
enthusiasm. 

The  latest  and  most  important  developement  of  the  principle 
of  Republican  progress,  is  the  incorporation  of  the  Pacific 
coast  into  the  fraternity  of  free  governments.  Anterior  to  its 
acquisition,  the  history  of  California  was  a stupendous  blank, 
which,  like  the  sphynx  upon  the  Egyptian  sands,  gave  no  response 
to  the  questionings  of  the  curious,  and  revealed  nothing  for  the 
enlightenment  of  mankind.  To-day,  it  is  a compendium  of  all 
that  is  marvelous  in  history,  all  that  is  beautiful  in  romance,  and 
all  that  is  miraculous  in  reality. 

What  shall  be  its  future  1 

We  have  already  said  that  the  physical  aspect  and  properties 
of  the  country  are  all  that  the  most  exacting  imagination  could 
desire.  It  presents  a brilliant  and  enchanting  prospect.  It  i3 
unsurpassed  in  the  loveliuess  of  its  landscapes.  It  is  unsurpassed 
in  the  sublimity  of  its  crowded  assemblages  of  hills  and  valleys. 
It  is  unsurpassed  in  the  magnitude  of  its  trees,  beneath  the 
umbrageous  dome  of  whose  foliage,  a Sybarite  might  repose  in 
coveted  luxuriousness.  It  is  unsurpassed  in  the  beauty  of  its 
flowers,  effusing  aromatic  odors  and  freighting  the  air  with  deli- 
cious fragrance.  It  is  unsurpassed  in  the  fantastic  groupings  of 
its  mountains,  exuberant  with  verdure,  beneath  which  lie  buried 
the  untold  treasures  of  past  and  prospective  ages. 

It  is  not,  however,  its  physical  properties  alone,  which  constitute 
a state.  Nor  is  it  magnificent  cities,  with  their  adornments  of 
temples,  and  columns,  and  majestic  shrines,  and  glittering  man- 
sions, and  winged  palaces  of  the  ocean.  It  is  men,  noble,  high 
minded  men,  governed  by  principle,  governed  by  patriotism,  by 
high  resolves,  and  a lofty  and  unsullied  ambition,  which  constitute 
a prosperous  commonwealth.  It  requires  something  more  too 
than  the  manual  capacity  to  build  magnificent  structures,  to  sub- 
due forests  and  mountains,  to  reclaim  morasses,  to  cultivate  fields, 
and  to  guide  to  their  destinations  the  peerless  clippers  of  our 
bays.  The  theory  of  our  government  rests  on  the  solid  substra- 
tum of  mind,  its  prosperity  depends  on  the  growth  of  its  intellect, 
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on  the  sublimity  of  the  virtues  and  the  universality  of  the 
intelligence  of  its  people. 

Life's  more  than  the  quick  round  of  blood — 

It  is  a great  spirit  and  a busy  heart.” 

TYrc  live  in  deeds,  not  years;  in  thoughts,  not  breaths; 

In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a dial. 

IVe  should  count  time  by  heart-throbs.  lie  most  lives 
Who  thinks  most — feels  the  noblest — acts  the  best.” 

As  Americans,  we  can  proudly  and  exultingly  point  to  a galaxy 
of  great  names,  whose  genius  has  lit  up  fires  of  thought,  the 
illuminations  of  which  have  not  been  limited  to  our  own  borders, 
but  have  extended  across  the  broad  expanse  of  ocean,  and  shone 
with  competing  lustre  upon  the  favorite  shrines  of  trans-atlantie 
intellect.  Genius  of  every  land,  in  every  form  of  developement, 
has  hailed  and  recognized  in  the  western  hemisphere,  its  similitude, 
its  immortal  counterpart.  The  eloquence  which  has  conferred 
an  immortality  on  Westminster,  has  resounded  with  equal  celeb- 
rity within  the  walls  of  the  American  Capitol.  The  bursts  of 
inspired  oratory,  which  have  swayed  the  mind  and  heart  of  France, 
as  the  moon  governs  the  currents  and  tides  of  the  ocean,  have  also, 
in  our  land,  consecrated  to  fame  names  as  brilliant  as  ever  went 
down  the  tide  of  time  on  the  historic  page.  It  matters  not, 
whether  in  Science,  or  Philosophy,  in  Arts  or  in  Literature,  the 
mind  of  America  has  grappled  with  the  giant  intellect  of  the 
world,  and  the  conflict  has  served  to  eternize  its  renown.  The 
melodies  exuberant  with  poetic  images,  inspired  by  the  golden 
sunsets  of  Italy  ; the  songs  like  those  of  the  Teon  Poet,  so  full 
of  life,  of  sprightliness  and  joy,  which  receive  their  colorings  from 
the  vine-clad  gardens  of  beautiful  France  ; the  sweet  verses  that 
sounded  a sweeter  music  than  the '“murmurs  of  the  living  brooks” 
under  the  inspired  minstrelsy  of  the  Bard  of  Rydal  Mount,  have 
been  re-created  in  as  admirable  forms,  and  with  the  same  weird 
powers  of  enchantment  beneath  our  own  gorgeous  skies  so  full 
of  inspiring  beauty  and  magnifieenee.  America  boasts  indeed 
no  Elizabethan  Age  of  Literature,  but  the  foundations  of  her 
literary  fame  are  as  fixed  as  the  eternal  granite  of  her  mountains, 
and  its  superstructure  and  its  spires  pointing  hopefully  towards 
Heaven  reflect  the  glory  of  its  ever-shining  stars. 

The  physical  attributes  of  our  Republic  favor  the  loftiest 
developements  of  mind.  There  is  scarcely  anything  in  nature 
that  exceeds  the  grandeur  of  American  scenery.  In  the  sublimity 
of  its  aspects,  in  the  solemn  heights  of  its  mountains,  in  the 
verdure  of  its  plains,  in  the  beauty  of  its  forests,  in  the  diver- 
sities of  its  climate,  the  freshness  of  its  fountains,  the  sparkling 
flow  of  its  streamlets,  and  in  the  beautifully  gliding  currents  of 
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its  rivers,  there  is  inspiration  as  deep  and  fervid  as  ever  visited 
the  wanderer  upon  Parnassian  heights,  or  loiterer  lingering  with 
ecstatic  vision  around  the  Castalian  fountain.  The  magnificent 
properties  of  the  physical  world  have  stimulated  the  pride,  the 
faith,  the  hope  and  ambition  of  American  intellect.  It  has  done 
much,  but  there  is  yet  infinitely  more  to  accomplish.  The  field 
has  only  been  entered,  not  explored.  The  mountains  continue  to 
loom  up  in  solemn  grandeur,  with  their  summits  like  that  of 
Tabor,  crowned  with  an  eternal  sun,  or  concealed  in  snow,  and 
mist  and  cloud.  The  valleys  are  still  emerald  with  verdure. 
The  plains  sparkle  with  the  wealth  and  effuse  the  aroma  of 
blooming  flowers.  The  brooks  flow  by  in  babbling  sweetness. 
The  rivulet  plays  in  fantastic  eddies  and  laughingly  leaps  onward 
in  its  course.  The  majestic  rivers  pursue  their  sinuous  windings, 
and  each  and  every  object  in  nature  invites  enterprise,  and 
freshness,  and  spirit  in  the  domain  of  high  thought,  which  shall 
revive  a literature  nobler  than  that  which  flourished  in  the  golden 
age  of  Augustus,  and  more  brilliant  than  shone  on^  England’s 
fame  from  the  illustrious  precincts  of  Twickenham,  Keswick  and 
Newstead  Abbey. 

The  accession  of  California  to  our  government  enlarges  the 
sphere  of  productive  thought — extends  the  already  expansive 
field  of  literary  enterprise.  Its  mountains  inlaid  with  gold,  its 
canons  glittering  with  precious  gems,  its  placers  brilliant  with 
ores  of  priceless  value,  its  plains  sparkling  with  auriferous  sands, 
its  rivers  imbedding  the  costliest  minerals,  its  valleys  fertile  with 
the  wonderful  productions  of  the  vegetable  kingdom,  and  its  bays 
floating  on  their  bosoms  the  argosies  of  an  unrivalled  commerce, 
all  act  as  incentives  to  the  cultivation  of  mind,  and  invoke  the 
loftiest  thoughts  and  noblest  impulses  of  the  patriotic  soul. 

But  alas ! the  idol  of  California  worship  has  been  a lifeless, 
tuneless,  Plutonian  statue.  There  has  been  exhibited  little 
adoration  of  the  Deities  which  preside  over  the  destinies  of 
Literature,  Science  and  Philosophy.  The  lust  of  gain,  and  not 
the  thirst  of  the  immortal  spirit  that  pants  after  high  thoughts 
and  Promethean  inspirations,  has  been  the  guiding,  governing 
and  insatiable  passion  of  the  youngest  and  fairest  in  the  sister- 
hood of  states.  Its  conflicts  have  hitherto  resulted  in  sordid 
achievements,  and  its  aspirations  have  looked  only  to  the  ignoble 
triumphs  of  which  the  accumulation  of  pelf  is  the  consummation 
and  the  goal.  No  lofty  enthusiasm  has  yet  awakened  into 
existence  an  order  of  intellectual  Palestrae,  who,  with  a constancy 
as  enduring  as  a martyr’s  faith,  would  drink  draughts  of  perennial 
freshness  from  the  classic  fountains  of  the  Past,  and  revive  by 
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their  learning,  their  wisdom,  and  their  genius,  the  glory  and 
renown  of  the  ancient  Academe. 

It  is  a sad  reflection  that  the  only  lesson  our  people  have 
studied  with  earnestness  and  practised  with  assiduity,  is  Iago’s 
advice  to  Roderigo — “ put  money  in  thy  purse.” 

The  first  flush  and  fever  of  the  excitement  has  passed  away. 
The  madness  that  engrossed  the  energies,  and  absorbed  the  soul, 
has  lost  something  of  its  direful  paroxysm.  The  infatuation, 
which  seized  the  heart  and  subsidized  the  brain,  is  relaxing  its 
tyranous  hold,  and  glimpses  of  returning  reason  are  beginning 
to  be  revealed.  The  dawn  of  a better  day  is  approaching.  Over 
the  darkness  of  the  prevailing  despotism  a pale  star  trembles  on 
the  brow  of  the  awakening  morn.  It  is  the  planet  which  heralds 
the  rising  and  culmination  of  the  sun  of  Literature.  While  the 
busy  hum  of  Plutonian  worship  is  sounding  along  the  thorough- 
fares, in  the  mart,  and  elsewhere,  where  the  spirits  of  avarice 
“most  do  congregate,”  there  are  some  who,  shunning  the  crowd 
of  mammon  idolaters,  with  patient  vigil  and  unwearying  toil 
are  planting  the  seeds  of  thought,  which  will  germinate  and 
blossom,  and  bring  forth  fruit  more  precious  than  the  golden 
apple  of  the  Hesperides — fruit  delectable  to  the  intellectual  taste 
of  man,  and  worthy  the  refection  of  the  Gods. 

“ Let  me  make  the  songs  of  a people  and  you  may  make  their 
laws  ” was  the  cunning  and  sagacious  aphorism  of  Fletcher,  of 
Saltoune.  The  power  of  literature  represents  indeed  the  potent 
virtue  of  the  minstrelsy  of  Amphion — the  moral  efficacy  of  the 
lyrics  of  Orpheus.  By  a single  poem  of  his  own  the  wise  Solon 
of  Greece  infused  that  spirit  into  the  Athenians  before  which 
Salamis  was  reduced  to  shapeless  ruin  and  consigned  to  inscru- 
table oblivion.  The  hymns  and  invocations  of  ancient  bards, 
Hesiod  with  his  theogony,  and  the  blind  old  harper  of  Scio  with 
his  illiad,  his  odyssey  and  his  songs,  created  laws,  systematised 
religions,  gave  animation  to  symbols,  personality  to  immaterial 
substances,  and  consciousness  to  the  invisible  attributes  of  nature. 
Once  a caliph  of  Persia  pointed  to  his  scymetar  and  his  bands 
of  trained  servitors  as  the  only  legitimate  arbiters  of  disputed 
succession.  “ This,”  said  he,  “ is  my  pedigree  and  these  its 
supporters  and  its  proofs.”  A free  government  points  alone  to 
the  mind  and  morality  of  its  sons  as  the  only  equitable  founda- 
tion of  public  or  private  sovereignty.  This  intellectual  and 
moral  spirit  of  our  government  will  abide  upon  the  earth  as  the 
redeeming  spirit  of  after  times,  and  will  be  transmitted  from  one 
generation  to  another  like  the  inextinguishable  fire  of  the  Grecian 
temples,  till  all  the  nations  are  filled  with  its  meridian-like 
resplendence. 
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This  is  not  the  Utopian  vagary  of  fancy.  In  the  consumma- 
tion of  this  magnificent  destiny  California  vrill  he  pre-eminently 
instrumental.  The  splendid  reality  of  free  government  has 
already  been  demonstrated  by  the  example  of  America,  and  an 
impulse  given  to  its  eternal  principle  of  regeneration  which  has 
rescued  the  millions  of  France  from  the  yoke  of  feudalism,  which 
has  given  to  unhappy  Ireland  the  relief  of  partial  emancipation, 
which  has  agitated  England  with  the  purifying  fires  of  revolu- 
tion, and  which  has  involved  the  whole  of  Europe  in  convulsions 
for  the  fruition  of  republican  happiness.  The  admission  of 
California  has  brought  us  in  social  and  commercial  contact  with 
nations  whose  century-silent  portals  are  opening  at  the  magic  of 
our  behest,  and  revealing  to  our  acquisition  the  treasures  they 
have  so  long  incontinently  concealed.  Hither  have  flocked  the  em- 
igrant bands  of  Asia . Hither  have  sped  the  Mogul  and  Mongolian. 
Hither  the  Malay  of  Sumatra  and  the  Hindoo  of  the  Ganges. 
Hither  have  wandered  the  inhabitants  from  the  frozen  regions  of 
the  Neva  and  the  Baltic,  and  the  turbanned  denizens  from  the 
banks  of  the  Bosphorus  and  the  Danube,  and  hither  is  turned  the 
anxious  eye  and  aspiring  hope  of  the  millions  of  Japan,  of  the 
East  Indian  Archipelago,  and  of  the  islands  of  the  sea.  This 
fantastic  grouping  of  humanity,  this  motley  assemblage  of  con- 
trary characters  and  antagonistic  creeds,  gives  the  most  cheering 
promise  of  the  dawn  of  universal  freedom.  Thrown  in  continual 
contact  with  the  votaries  of  republican  enlightenment,  forced  by 
the  necessity  of  their  position  into  a familiarity  with  the  char- 
acter of  our  people,  our  laws,  our  institutions  and  our  government, 
they  become  imbued  with  thoughts,  feelings  and  principles  which 
are  transmitted  to  the  homes  of  former  seclusion  and  made  the 
germs  of  social,  moral  and  political  emancipation.  This  fusion 
of  so  many  opposite  qualities  into  the  American  alembic  is  the 
source  of  more  legitimate  power  over  the  despotisms  of  earth  and 
the  treasures  of  the  world  than  ever  was  symbolled  to  catholic 
faith  by  the  key  or  the  crown  of  St.  Peter. 

In  olden  times  the  defences  of  imperial  Rome  were  broken 
down  and  desolated  by  the  brutal  horde  of  the  Gothic  c-onquerer 
and  the  savage  Attilla  brandished  his  gleaming  sword  in  triumph 
over  the  “ eternal  city.”  The  last  pale  fight  which  glimmered 
from  its  capitol  for  the  renovation  of  man  was  extinguished  by 
the  inundation  of  barbarian  victors,  and  by  the  dastard  infamy 
of  the  degenerate  Roman.  That  twinkling  illumination  was 
revived  in  the  tragedy  of  Yorktown,  and  from  the  American 
capitol,  its  rays  dimly  extending  over  thirteen  independent  sov- 
ereignties, have  gradually  glowed  and  broadened  until  the  whole 
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ocean-bound  continent  basks  in  the  ineffable  splendor  of  their 
noontide  effulgence.  Reversing  too  the  precedent  of  Roman 
degradation,  its  brightness  preserved  like  a vestal  flame,  has 
dazzled  the  heathen  in  his  blindness,  has  subdued  the  ravaging 
spirit  of  the  Goth,  has  caused  to  be  mutilated  the  century -grown 
defences  of  superstitious  occlusion  and  is  permeating  with  light- 
ning speed,  and  with  the  efficacy  of  lightning  terrors  the  shadowy 
dominions  of  the  hoary  despotisms  of  the  Orient.  Glorious  in 
prospective  is  the  destiny  of  our  Republic. 

But  enough  of  inquiry  of  the  past,  enough  of  speculation  as 
to  the  future  glory  and  dominion  of  America.  The  present  with 
its  train  of  alluring  associations,  demands  our  thoughts  and 
exacts  a tributary  offering.  I am  surrounded  by  a pageant 
rivaling  in  splendor  the  triumphal  celebrations  of  Rome  in  its 
pride  of  power,  and  in  its  haughtiness  of  supremacy.  This 
glittering  pageant  is  more  than  an  empty  parade — more  than  an 
idle  exhibition.  It  represents  the  vanguard  of  civilization  and 
freedom  on  the  Pacific  shore.  It  commemorates  the  transplanta- 
tion of  Republican  principle  in  the  remote  regions  of  the  Occi- 
dent. It  is  composed  of  stout  hearts  and  sinewy  arms,  of  men  of 
brilliant  courage,  adventurous  daring,  stern  resolves,  intrepid 
energy  and  fearless  enterprise — attributes  which  every  where  dis- 
tinguish the  Pioneers  of  Republican  Progress.  It  is  significant 
of  the  achievement  of  greater  results  than  ever  wTere  contemplated 
by  Czar  of  Russia  or  Turkish  Sultan  as  the  fruit  of  extended 
empire.  It  is  a proud  and  happy  pageant  of  enlightened  freemen 
exulting  in  the  triumph  and  growth  of  the  ever  vital  and  regen- 
erating principle  of  democracy. 

It  was  indeed  a period  for  patriotic  exultation  when  Califor- 
nia, the  dependency  of  a degenerate  empire,  was  rescued  from 
the  grasp  of  degrading  sovereignty,  and  with  its  mountains  of 
gold,  and  its  hills  and  its  valleys,  and  its  streams  and  its  rivers, 
all  impregnated  with  glittering  wealth,  became  incorporated  into 
the  sisterhood  of  American  States.  The  pride,  the  glory  and 
exultation  of  the  achievement  belong  to  the  intrepid  explorers  of 
the  mountains,  the  pioneers  of  the  desert  and  the  wilderness. 
Inspired  by  a lofty  courage,  moved  by  a Providential  inspiration, 
and  sustained  by  an  unfaltering  confidence,  the  pioneer  severed 
himself  from  the  endearing  associations  of  home  and  kindred, 
from  native  ties,  from  tender  memories  of  affection,  from  all  his 
cherished  household  gods,  and  launched  forth  into  an  untrodden 
field  of  exploration,  adventure  and  enterprise.  Over  arid  plains 
beneath  a scorching  sun,  over  valleys  and  hills,  and  mountains 
and  rocks,  and  waterless  wastes  and  burning  sands,  unawed  by 
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pestilence,  untimidated  by  menacing  dangers,  and  fearlessly 
combatting  the  horrible  spectres  of  want,  and  hunger  and  desti- 
tution, he  kept  his  onward  course  towards  where  the  burning  axle 
of  the  chariot  of  day  is  bathed  in  the  cooling  waters  of  the  wes- 
tern ocean.  Despite  the  eminent  peril  which  environed  his  path- 
way, despite  the  toil,  the  heart-sickness,  the  weariness  and 
exhaustion,  his  soul  was  steadfast  and  invincible.  Like  the 
Alpine  adventurer  to  whom  “ Excelsior”  was  the  enlivening 
magic  of  recuperation,  the  visions  of  freedom,  and  fame,  and 
fortune,  were  the  magical  revivers  of  the  exhausted  and  failing 
energies  of  the  dauntless  pioneer. 

At  length,  like  Moses  on  the  summit  of  Pisgah,  he  stands  upon 
the  snowy  heights  of  the  Sierras,  and  his  eyes  sparkle,  his  brain 
reels  with  tumultuous  pleasures,  his  bosom  heaves  with  ecstatic 
emotion,  and  his  mighty  soul  expands  with  patriotic  enthusiasm 
as  he  catches  a glimpse  of  the  far-off  Canaan  of  his  imagination 
— the  golden  land  of  promise.  More  fortunate  than  the  law- 
giver of  Israel,  an  angi-y  God  has  not  arrested  his  footsteps,  nor 
doomed  him  to  perish  in  view  of  the  alluring  goal  of  his  ambition. 
With  fresh  courage  and  revived  hope  he  is  again  amid  the  defiles 
and  fastnesses  of  danger-haunted  mountains,  with  steady  eye 
and  patient  steps,  and  persevering  toil,  pursuing  his  undeviating 
track.  Calmly,  majestically,  with  proud  heart  and  defiant  energy 
he  subdues  every  opposing  obstacle,  overcomes  every  difficulty, 
conquers  every  peril,  and  at  last,  with  triumph  on  his  brow  and 
exultation  in  his  heart,  he  plants  his  foot  upon  the  coveted  shore 
and  dedicates  it  to  God,  to  Freedom  and  his  Native  Land. 

In  the  histories  of  past  ages  and  nations,  there  are  names  that 
will  live  in  enduring  remembrance  while  freedom  exists  on  earth. 
The  virtues  and  patriotism  of  Epaminondas  perpetuate  his  name 
as  the  brightest  that  adorns  the  history  of  Theban  Independence. 
Tlie  courage  of  Hannibal,  whose  conquering  legions  traversed 
the  Alps,  and  overswept  the  classic  plains  of  Italy,  is  indelibly 
associated  with  the  unforgotten  glory  of  Carthage.  With  Athens 
is  identified  a galaxy  of  her  brilliant  sons,  and  clusters  of  con- 
stellated names  gem  the  coronal  of  Roman  fame.  But  in  the 
cycle  of  coming  years,  when  the  pen  of  the  historian  shall  trace 
the  origin  and  settlement  of  this  occidental  commonwealth,  shall 
depict  the  virtues,  the  sufferings,  privations,  fortitude  and  intre- 
pidity at  the  basis  of  the  achievement,  shall  describe  the  mighty 
impulse  it  has  given  to  the  progress  of  free  government  and 
extension  of  free  principles,  and  shall  glisten  the  truthful  page 
with  the  names  of  the  heroic  founders  of  its  fame,  there  is  none 
that  will  gem  the  record  with  a purer  or  more  enduring  lustre 
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than  the  name  of  the  immortal  Sutter — the  illustrious  Original 
of  California  Pioneers. 

In  the  immigrant  throng  aspiring  for  the  western  bourne,  there 
came  other  than  manly  forms  and  brawny  arms,  and  hearts  of 
iron  will  and  fierce  determination.  The  perilous  travel,  the 
waterless  desert,  the  fatiguing  sands,  the  exhausting  ascent,  the 
fear,  the  doubt,  the  trembling  hope  and  final  exultation,  were 
destined  not  for  man  alone.  Nor  was  the  desertion  of  home,  nor 
the  abandonment  of  friends,  nor  the  relinquishment  of  ties  that 
rend  the  heart,  the  bitter  fruit  alone  of  manly  privation.  There 
were  gentle  beings,  with  loving  hearts  and  melting  eyes,  and 
faces  fair  as  the  houris  of  the  Moslem’s  Eden,  who,  rising  supe- 
rior to  the  wilfulness  of  Orpah,  and  betraying  the  self-sacrificing 
devotion  of  Ruth,  exclaimed  each  to  the  treasured  object  of 
worldly  affection,  and  hope,  and  trust — “ Whither  thou  goest,  I 
will  go ; where  thou  lodgest,  I will  lodge ; thy  people  shall  be 
my  people,  and  thy  God  my  God.”  It  was  a pure,  a sublime, 
an  exalted  devotion — a devotion  not  unlike  that  of  Mary’s  at  the 
sepulchre  of  the  Redeemer.  Turning  for  ever  their  fascinated 
gaze  from  the  cherished  haunts  of  nativity,  with  confidence,  and 
courage,  and  heroism,  they  too,  followed  the  illuminations  of  the 
star  of  empire,  alluring  them  to  the  unexplored  regions  of  the 
west.  Fatigue  did  not  discourage,  suffering  did  not  dismay, 
sickness  did  not  appal,  peril  did  not  intimidate.  Emboldened  by 
a lofty  spirit,  sustained  by  a noble  pride,  and  encouraged  by  a 
fond  ambition,  they  encountered  with  boldness  the  miseries  of 
pi-ivation,  the  horrors  of  pestilence,  the  gloomy  and  forebo- 
ding apparitions  of  famine  and  death.  There  are  recollections 
at  which  the  heart  recoils.  There  are  scenes  at  the  contempla- 
tion of  which  the  soul  shrinks  in  inutterable  anguish,  the  warm 
blood  freezes  in  its  veins,  and  the  quiet  brain  becomes  distraught 
with  intensest  agony.  The  pen  is  inadequate  to  portray — the 
tongue  is  powerless  to  utter  the  appalling  reminiscences  that 
make  up  the  record  of  woman’s  experience,  or  the  patience 
and  fortitude  with  which  she  endured  it  all,  in  the  ultimate  hope 
of  becoming  a mother  of  an  unborn  Republic.  The  toil,  the 
tribulation,  the  sorrow  and  suffering  have  passed,  and  some — a 
few  only— of  the  fair  relics  of  the  toilsome  adventure,  are  gazing 
upon  the  enchanting  spectacle  of  to-day — so  like  the  illusory 
splendors  of  a summer  dream — with  joyous  looks  and  beaming 
countenances,  and  hearts  lifted  with  gratitude  to  the  Dispenser  of 
every  earthly  benefaction.  In  our  hearts  we  greet  them,  in  our 
hearts  we  bless  them,  and  with  grateful  emotions  extend  to  them 
the  chief  homage  of  this  jubilant  anniversary. 
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To  you,  fellow  Pioneers,  a word  of  congratulation  and  I have 
done. 

This  palatial  city  of  San  Francisco,  with  its  luxurious  man- 
sions, its  granite  palaces  and  its  costly  marts  of  commerce,  is 
the  glorious  fruitage  of  your  adventure.  The  subdued  waters  of 
its  bay,  the  extended  lines  of  its  quays,  the  busy  hum  of  its 
thoroughfares,  the  exhibitions  everv  where  visible  of  its  taste,  its 
opulence  and  refinement,  are  the  splendid  creations  and  magnifi- 
cent testimonials  of  your  enterprise.  Scourged  as  it  has  been 
by  the  devastating  flame,  retarded  by  natural  obstacles,  and  at 
times  inundated  by  swarms  of  lawless  banditti,  it  has  never  been 
diverted  from  its  onward  progress,  nor  ceased  to  be  the  monarch 
wonder  of  the  world.  Like  a young  Titan,  it  has  humbled  the 
rugged  wilderness,  has  upheaved  the  seated  hills  from  their  foun- 
dations, and  with  a conqueror’s  step  has  advanced  along  the 
pathway  of  progress  like  a prince  to  the  throne  of  undisputed 
succession.  Its  harbor  glistens  with  a forest  of  masts  belonging 
to  the  ships  of  every  nation,  which  have  poured  and  are  pouring 
upon  our  shores  the  accumulated  riches  of  the  East,  and  vaster 
treasures  from  every  clime  than  ever  freighted  the  galleons  of 
Spain  or  the  argosies  of  Venice. 

Champollion  taught  the  world  to  decipher  the  hieroglyphics 
on  the  obelisks,  the  tombs  and  temples  of  Egypt,  but  a higher 
glory  was  reserved  for  the  Pioneers  of  the  Pacific,  by  whom  was 
destined  the  revelation  to  mankind  of  its  unavailing  search  of 
centuries — the  western  route  to  the  commerce  of  the  Indies  and 
of  the  islands  of  the  Eastern  Archipelago.  Coincident  with  the 
exhumation  of  golden  treasures  from  the  bleak  summits  of  the 
Sierras,  was  the  contribution  to  our  shore  of  the  riches  of  China 
and  Japan,  and  the  remote  Islands  of  the  Pacific  waste  of  waters. 
One  other  acquisition  and  the  glory  of  San  Francisco  will  have 
reached  its  zenith.  When  the  veins  and  arteries  of  commercial 
life  shall  permeate  the  broad  expanse  that  separates  the  Golden 
Gate  from  the  Atlantic,  then  will  its  magnificent  destiny  proclaim 
it  the  commercial  metropolis  of  the  world,  outrivaling  in  com- 
merce, in  arts,  in  science  and  literature  the  renown  of  antiquity, 
and  the  boasted  pretensions  of  modern  greatness.  If  this  sub- 
lime consummation  is  defeated  freedom  will  be  deprived  of  its 
brightest  hope,  and  a crime  will  be  perpetrated  against  the  social 
and  political  necessities  of  humanity  more  wicked  than  that  which 
classic  fable  has  punished  with  the  naked  rock  and  the  gnawing 
vulture.  Promote  this  gloi’ious  enterprise  and  the  swelling 
splendors  and  far-reaching  fame  of  this  mighty  continent  will  be 
impirishable  monuments  to  the  memory  of  the  Pioneers  of 
Freedom  and  Destiny. 
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In  the  night  of  ages  olden, 

Ere  the  loom  of  Freedom’s  morning 
Wove  its  tissues  bright  and  golden — 
Nature  heard  a note  of  warning 
Through  the  nerves  of  manhood  thrilling 
Like  a startling  shock  galvanic, 

Full  of  hope  the  patriot  filling — 

Hear  its  summons  talismanic. 

Rouse  the  million  ! stir  each  nation  ! 

Wake  the  world  to  life  defiant  ; 

Let  the  pillars  of  creation 
Feel  the  grip  of  Freedom's  giant ! 

Bid  the  struggling  hosts  assemble, 

Stir  to  life  the  suffering  throng, 

Till  the  thrones  of  tyrants  tremble, 

And  the  heart  of  man  is  strong. 

Thus  within  the  minds  of  sages, 

Free  thoughts,  silent  there  for  ages, 
Striving  ever  t'wards  their  goal, 

Heard  the  tocsin  of  the  soul, 

Felt  its  pinioned  nature  yearning 
Outward  from  its  prison  bars, 

Felt  oppression’s  iron  burning 
Deep,  and  deeper  yet,  its  scars  ; 

Felt  how  tyrant’s  ruled  the  nations, 

Felt  how  deep  the  people’s  wrongs, 

’Till  the  soul’s  high  aspirations 
Uttered  forth  its  battle  songs  ; 

Felt  as  feels  the  wounded  lion 
Smarting  with  the  arrow’s  sting, 
When,  with  heart  and  limbs  of  iron, 
Crouching  for  the  fatal  spring; 

Felt  how  despots  had  degraded 
Public  faith  and  private  worth, 

’Till  the  light  of  truth  had  faded 
From  the  soul-imprisoned  earth. 


Reverence  for  virtue’s  heroes 
Transient  as  the  ocean  foam, 

Nations  ruled  by  modern  NeroS, 

Baser  than  the  scourge  of  Rome — 

Fiddling  o’er  the  dying  ashes 
In  the  temples  of  the  soul, 

Quenching  Freedom's  latent  flashes 
In  the  drunkard’s  hideous  bowl. 

Where  the  free  had  sung  their  pcean. 
There  the  tyrant’s  voice  was  heard — 
Where  free  keels  ploughed  the  iEgean, 
Tyrant  ships  the  billows  stirred. 

Grecian  banners  evanescent, 

Emblems  of  a prouder  day, 

Humbled  to  the  conquering  Crescent, 
Long  had  passed  in  shreds  away; 

Long  had  ceased  the  thrill  of  glory, 

Silent  long  the  trump  of  Fame — 

Grecian  freedom,  faint  and  hoary, 

Dead,  or  living  but  in  name, 

Through  the  land  whose  men  defiant 
Pulled  a haughty  Tarquin  down. 

Knees  and  tongues, grown  base  and  pliant, 
Cringed  before  a mitred  crown. 

Throughout  classes,  throughout  stations, 
Error  worked  its  loathsome  way, 

And  the  word  to  writhing  nations 
Was,  to  think  not,  but  obey. 

Hark!  A voice!  The  gloom  is  breaking! 
List!  the  nations  are  awaking! 

Through  the  scattering  shades  and  storm, 
Looming  forth,  a glorious  form  .. 

Breaks  upon  the  wondering  sight, 

Flinging  storm  and  cloud  aside, 

Shining  like  a star  of  light 
O’er  the  troubled  tide. 
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Mighty  as  the  onward  wind, 

Onward  ever — onward  ever, 

And  though  vast  the  train  behind, 
Looking  backward  never. 

Ever  onward,  ever  on. 

Though  at  times  in  clouds  concealed, 
When  the  misty  doubt  is  gone, 
Onward  still  revealed. 

In  the  darkness,  in  the  rain, 

Never  checked  in  its  advance, 

O’er  the  land,  and  o’er  the  main. 
Leading  on  a shining  train. 

Waking  ocean,  isle  and  plain 
From  their  slavish  trance. 

Glory  blazes  round  his  head, 

Freemen  follow  on  his  tread; 

With  her  trumpet  marches  Fame; 

Hear  its  silvery  notes  proclaim: 

“ Progress  is  the  mighty  name 
Destined  to  upheave  the  world, 

And  its  struggling  sons  unbind 
Till  their  shackles  are  all  hurled 
From  tli’  enfranchised  mind. 

Wake  ! awake  ! ye  drowsy  millions, 
Listen  to  his  high  decree. 

Telling  Time’s  fast  coming  billions, 
They  who  will  it.  shall  be  free.” 

Progress,  Liberty’s  proud  teacher; 

Progress,  Labor’s  sure  reward: 

Of  a purer  faith  the  preacher. 

Sanctioned  by  the  world’s  accord: 
Crowned  with  attributes  eternal, 
Bounteous  his  liberal  hand. 

Making  Flora’s  gardens  vernal. 
Spreading  harvests  o’er  the  land. 
Never  more 
Shall  ancient  lore 
The  pantheotic  reign  restore; 

For  classic  gods  from  empire  hurled — 
Progression  hence  shall  rule  the  world. 
In  his  eye  the  glance  of  Mars, 

In  his  arm  the  strength  of  Jove, 
Every  mighty  footstep  jars 
Kingly  throne  and  priestly  grove. 
Gathering  in  his  earnest  train 
Emblems  of  the  sea  and  main, 
Bushing  steam  and  snowy  sail. 

Plow  and  harrow,  scythe  and  flail: 
Anvil,  and  the  glowing  forge. 

Rocker  in  the  golden  gorge; 
Implements  of  factory  room — 
Spinning  jenny,  shuttle,  loom; 
Quarrier’s  chisel,  crow  and  sledge. 
Blasting  drill  and  wrenching  wedge: 


From  the  ocean,  from  the  valley, 

Gathering  up  the  trades  of  men. 

Calling  Labor’s  sons  to  rally 
To  its  tit  pursuits  again. 

Calling  on  the  muscles  brawny 
Made  to  labor  and  to  dare — 

On  the  arms  embrowned  and  tawny, 

On  those  delicate  and  fair. 

Calling  all  who  feel  the  burden 
Of  the  proud  oppressor's  rod — 

Calling  all  to  win  the  guerdon 
Promised  Industry,  from  God: 

Freedom  for  the  soul  aspiring. 

Free  limbs  to  the  toiling  train, 

Free  will  to  the  mind  untiring 
Free  thoughts  to  the  thinking  brain. 

Progress  ! not  then  comprehended 
By  the  world’s  awaking  mind, 

In  whose  majesty  is  blended 
Now,  the  spirit  of  mankind; 

Ever  in  life’s  stormy  battle, 

Leading  men  to  greater  things. 
Scattering  freedom’s  foes  like  cattle, 

^nicn,  no  longer  born  a chattel, 

Freemen  all  are  kings. 

Progress!  destined  to  redeem 
Nations  from  their  slavish  dream, 

Nature  from  her  features  rude, 

People  from  their  wrongs. 

Till  the  world’s  deep  gratitude 
Gushes  forth  in  songs, 

And  proclaims  from  every  side, 

“ Progress  hence  is  deified.” 

Then  every  nation, 

And  every  zone, 

Where  civilization 
Its  light  had  thrown; 

Broke  through  the  indenture 
Of  bondage  and  trance, 

And  daring  Adventure 
Begun  its  advance. 

From  ocean’s  dread  tide 
The  dark  veil  was  rolled, 

And  a New  World  replied 
To  a voice  from  the  Old. 

The  shadows  were  rifted, 

The  dark  clouds  were  lifted, 

And  over  the  billows,  or  tranquil,  or  swollen) 
From  reef,  key  and  island. 

From  prairie  and  highland,  [Colon: 
A new  hymn  was  chanted  to  Christopher 
Forever,  to  all,  be  the  memory  dear, 

Of  Christopher  Colon,  the  First  Pioneer. 
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On  yonder  silvery  river's  bank, 

'Mid  wilderness  and  herbage  rank, 

The  smoke  points  out  the  chosen  spot 
Of  Chevalier,  or  Huguenot. 

Prond  exiles  from  their  native  land. 

Amid  the  kingly  trees  they  stand, 

Stern  as  the  forest,  and  their  song 
Of  gratitude  as  fresh  and  strong. 

'T  was  there  those  gallant  Pioneers 
Nursed  Freedom  with  their  toil  and  tears. 
Tossed  like  an  aspen  by  the  breeze, 

The  May  Flower  trembles  o’er  the  seas. 
The  year  is  lapsing  into  death, 

A wail  is  in  December’s  breath; 

The  evening  air  is  harsh  and  shrill. 

The  morning  frost  is  white  and  chid. 

The  waves  come  rolling  to  the  strand, 

Like  memories  from  native  land. 

And  turn  to  froth  upon  the  shore, 

Sad  types  of  pleasures  felt  no  more. 

And  lurking  in  the  forest  dim 
Is  seen  the  Indian  fierce  and  grim; 

And  bread  is  scarce,  and  death  rides  fast. 
Careering  on  the  howling  blast. 

Oh,  fiercely  the  north-easters  blow. 

And  bleak  the  shore,  and  deep  the  snow. 
Oh,  bitter  is  the  winter  gale, 

Oh.  sadly  trembles  woman’s  wail; 

And  many  arc  the  mounds  that  mark 
That  winter’s  story,  drear  and  dark; 

And  many  hero-hearts  are  low 
Beneath  those  curling  shrouds  of  snow; 
Yet,  struggling  for  the  rights  of  man, 

Still  hopeful  was  the  Puritan. 

A Pioneer  of  rigid  creed, 

Amid  the  forest  cold  and  dim, 

From  hypocrites  and  fashion  freed, 

He  raised  to  God  his  worship  hymn. 

Then  was  felt  th’  inspiring  word, 

Then  the  inner  senses  heard; 

Then  was  read  th’  immortal  scroll 
TV  ritten  in  the  earnest  soul: 

Lessons  oftk  deep  impliance, 

Bidding  tyranny  defiance; 

Calling  on  the  mind  to  waken. 

Calling  on  the  head  to  plan. 

Calling  on  mankind  to  rally 
For  the  liberties  of  man. 

Calling  till  each  hill  and  valley, 

From  its  trance  of  ages  shaken. 

Echoed  to  the  stirring  words; 

Answered  to  the  strong  appeal, 

Then  the  flash  and  clash  of  steel; 
Answered  then  the  hearts  that  feel. 


True  arms  and  trusty  swords, 
Answered  like  a gleam  of  light 
Flashing  o’er  the  hem  of  night, 

When  upon  the  shadow  s flight 
Comes  the  song  of  birds. 

ITear  you  not  the  answer  votive  ? 

See  you  not  Progression’s  train? 
Hear  you  not  the  locomotive 
Thundering  along  the  plain  ? 

List  1 ’tis  coming  near  and  nearer, 
Listen  to  its  piercing  scream; 

Now  the  whirling  wheels  sound  clearer. 
Now  I hear  the  hissing  steam. 
Through  the  air  in  transport  gliding — 
Heed  you  not  those  proud  huzzas  ! 
Thirty  sister  States  are  riding 
Hither  on  those  rushing  cars. 

Hither,  from  each  struggling  nation, 

TV eary  exiles  gladly  roam — 

Give  them  here  a habitation. 

Liberty,  and  friends,  and  home. 

O’er  the  deserts  wide  and  dreary, 
Through  the  terrors  of  “ the  Horn,” 
They  are  coming,  brave,  though  weary, 
Parents  of  a world  unborn. 

See,  they  gather,  man  and  master, 
Rushing  to  this  western  world, 
Coming,  coming,  fast  and  faster, 

Daring  danger,  pain,  disaster, 

Seeking  honor,  health,  and  gold. 

See,  they  come  from  every  nation — 
See.  our  temple  is  begun; 

See  ! the  men  of  every  station 
Meet  and  labor  all  as  one. 

From  the  cities,  farms  and  ranches, 
From  the  forum’s  wordy  strife. 
Teeming  from  life’s  varied  branches, 
See  ! the  welcome  path  is  rife. 


Build  a temple  high  and  holy, 

Build  a temple  to  the  mind, 

Broad  and  permanent,  though  slowly, 
Be  its  elements  combined. 

Where  the  mighty  and  the  lowly 
Happiness  may  seek  and  find. 
Beautiful,  then,  let  us  build  it, 

Yieing  Solomon's  of  old; 

Raise  its  towering  roof,  and  gild  it 
With  our  hearts’  own  native  gold. 
Buid  it  strongly,  build  it  here — 
Temple  of  the  Pioneer. 
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Burdened  with  the  long  oppression 
Dominant  in  every  zone, 

Here  shall  Freedom  he  Progression, 
And  its  empire  all  our  own. 

Light  the  torch,  and  raise  the  altar 
For  the  toiling,  teeming  train, 
Where  the  weary  hearts  that  falter, 
Worshiping,  grow  strong  again. 


Higher  build  each  towering  story, 

Till  it  challenges  the  world; 

O’er  it  be  the  “ Stars  ” of  glory, 

And  the  conquering  “ Stripes,”  unfurled; 
Till  afar  the  gorgeous  banner 
Calls  a jubilee  to  birth, 

And  Creation’s  free  Hosanna 

Floats  like  light  around  the  earth. 


